














THE GHOST. 
N° XLI. 


FarryLAND, WEDNESDAY, September 28. 1796. 











Une forte et audacieufe temerit¢ de condamner et rejet- 
ter, comme faufles toutes chofes, que l’on n’entend 
pas, et qui ne plaifent et ne reviennent au gontt. 

Cuarron—de la Pre/omption. 





HE rage for Biirger’s productions, and the fwarm of tranflators of 


his witchcraft tales, (fold at various prices, from one guinea to 
one penny!!!), induced me to infert the critique upon his LENorA 
fent me under the fignature of Scaligerus. Nothing was farther from 
my intention, than to make the GuosT the vehicle for a controverfy 
on fo trifling an obje&. ‘Strit impartiality, however, would not per- 
mit me to withhold from the Public the following anfwer. I forbear 
making any comment on either. 


SIR, 


Your correfpondent Scalgerus has amufed himfelf with a very telty 
criticifm of Lenora, a poem which, I am not afhamed to avow, I had 
read with a high degree of pleafure. I fhall offer no apology for the 
following defultory obfervations on the fame produCion ; as I am fup- 
ported by refpectable authorities in the opinion which, on the firft per- 
ufal, I entertained of it, and which I have yet no caufe to alter; and 
becaufe the freedom of difcuffion which runs through your fpeculations 
inclines me to think, that you will never refufe to hear both fides of a 
queftion. 

I allow, that between fix lines in Lenora, and thofe quoted from 
William’s Ghof, fome refemblance may be remarked. But that refem- 
blance is merely accidental. In the ‘inftances, “ twirled at the pin, 
and “ faith and troth,” it is too infignificant to juftify the obfervation. 
And in all, the circumftances are fo trivial, as not to fubject an Fnglith 
tranflator, and far lefs a foreign author, to the charge of plagiarifin, or 
even of imitation. Surely, then, it was uncandid to fay, from thefe 
few lines, (which are the only ones in the ‘old ballad that fhew any 
fimilarity to the prefent poem), “ that Biirger, or his tranflator, has not 
only copied the argument, but even the exprefflions, of the senktit 
tale.” Whoever compares the two, without partiality, will find th: 
this is by no means the cafe. 

In the Scotch ftory, Wilham having plighted his faith to Margaret, 
comes to her door, “ with many, a grievous groan,” and. modeflly de- 
mands her faith and troth in return, even after his “ boncs are buric«! 
“ in yon church-yard.”——“ Anfwer made fhe nonc;” yet fhe con- 


trives to afk him, whether he is her father Philip, her brother John, or- 


her true love? And learning that it is but his fpirit, the {tretches out 
her hand, “ for to do her beft,” kilts up her robes, and follows “ the 
dead corpié” all night. “Then up and crew the red red cock, and up 


-then crew the gray ;” Willie evanifhes “ in a cloud of mift,” and Mar-. 
garet dies. This foolifh tory, which excites no intereft, and involves . 
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no moral, is deemed “ fimpler than Biirger’s copy.” ‘It, “indeed, pof- 
feffes a childifh and defpicable fimplicity ; but that Lenora is only 
“ 4 bad imitation” of it, could only be affirmed by a perfon whofe good 
fenfe was warped by national prejudices, or by that pride which will 
rather ftart an untenable opinion, than allow the merit which others have 
perceived. Let us now attend to this bad imitation : 
At break of day, with frightful dreams 
Lenora itruggled fore ; 
My William, art thou flaine, fay’d the, 
Or doft thou love no more ? 

From a perverfe inattention to the narrative, Scaligerus has founded 
upon this ftanza a very facetious remark. He fagacioufly calls upon the 
gentle reader to recollect, “ that, according to the firft verfe, it was break 
of day,” while in the thirty-fecond verfe it is eleven o’clock at night. 
The time of ation in the poem is one complete day. “ At break 
of day,” the unhappy girl awakes, tormented with cminous and fright- 
ful dreams about her William. And when, after the moft eager in- 
guiry among “ all the pafling traine,” whofe arrival is announced in the 
third ftanza, fhe could obtain no information about his fate, the refigns 
herfelf to defpair; and it is added, in the twenty-third ftanza, 

She bet her breafte, and wrung her hands, 
And rollde her tearleffe eye, 
From rife of morn, till the pale ftars 
Again did freeke the fhye. 
Thus there is no contradiction in Lenora’s faying, as in the thirty- 
fecond verfe, “ Eleven is the ftroke that ftill rings on within the clocke ;” 
the day which fhe had paffed in all the agonies of intemperate and 
“ tearlefs” forrow, being now clofed, and fhe retired to her apart- 
ment. 

Lenora, her imagination haunted by the dreadful images prefented in 
her dreams, having artlefsly exclaimed, “ My William, art thou flaine ?” 
&c. the poet, in a parenthelis of /cwr lines, relates his hiftory previous 
to the opening of the tale. This brief and neceflary parenthetis Scali- 
gerus, with wafpith ridicule, {wells to “ about eighty lines ;” though the 
narrative, which is beautiiully introduced by the exclamation of Le- 
nora, continues unbroken after the fecond ftanza. Miftakes like thefe, 
in one who decides fo dogmatically, are infupportable. . 

Thefe eighty lines, including whai Mr Scaliger coldly ftyles, “ a 
long dialogue between the mother and daughter,” and which I rank 
among the fineft lines in the poem, are difmiffed by him, without any 
notice, except the partial quotation of a few fcattered words, connected 
by fome quaint remarks, which are perhaps intended to be humorous, 
but which difplay, very fuccefsfully, an infenfibility to many ftriking 

eauties.—I cannot pafs them with fuch indifference. ‘ ; 

In the third ftanza, we learn the return of the crufaders. And in the 
five following ones, the acclamations and greetings of their happy friends 
form a diftreffing contraft to the anxious inquiries, and forlorn fituation, 
of the wretched maid. 

The fixteen ftanzas which follow are, as I faid above, as interefting 

as any in the poem, for the animated and impaffioned language of de- 
fpair, uttered by the difconfolate Lenora ; for the fimple and tender re- 
monftrances of her mother ; and as containing the crime which brings on 
the terrible cataftrophe. Lenora having afked in vain of all the foldiers, 
“ for him fue witht to fee,” throws herfelf upon the ground, “ in furious 
Aefpaire.” 
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Her mother ran andlyfte her up, 
And clafped in her arme. 

“ My childe, my childe, what doft thou ail ? 
God fhield thy life from harme !” 


“ O! mother, mother! Wiiliam’s gone! 
What’s all befyde to me? 
There is no mercye, fure, above ! 


All, all were {par’d but hee !” 


The alarmed parent employs every argument which religion and reafon 
can fuggeft, to footh her fpirit—bids her pray—aurges the neceflity of 
fubmiffion—fpeaks of the goodnefs of God—and tells her to take the fa- 
crament. Her aniwer to this laft advice is elegantly expreflive of the 
phrenzied agitations of her mind— 
“ Q mother! what I feel within, 
No facrament can ftaye ; 


No facrament can teche the dead 
To bear the fight of daye :” 


The mother then infinuates, that William may be alive, “ among the 
heathen folk,” and unworthy of her love. But this confiderate hint 
makes no impreffion. All her efforts fail. And fhe breaks out in the 
following beautiful and extenuating addrefs. 
“ Almighty God! O do not judge 
My poor unhappy childe. 


She knows not what her lips pronounce, 
Her anguifh makes her wilde.” 


In the courfe of this pathetic dialogue, the ftrength of her emotions be- 
trays Lenora into intemperate accufations of Providence. | 
And fo defpaire did rave and rage 
Athwarte her boiling veins ; 
Againft the providence of Heaven 
She hurlde her impious ftrains. 


Exhautfied at laft, the rétires to her chamber, where, as fhe lies in- 
dulging her unavailing grief, fhe is roufed by Heaven’s awful meflen- 
ger, in the perfon of him fhe bewailed. On hearing his voice, fhe ten- 


derly exclaims, 


“Ah! William, here fo late at night ! 
Oh! I have watch’d and wak’d. 
Whence dofl thou come? For thy return 


My herte has forely ak’d.” 


* The phantom bids her arife, and come with him. | She befeeches him 
to enter, as “ the blafts athwarte the hawthorn hifs.” But he tells her 
impatiently, that his hour of flight is nere ;” and that he’ll take her to 


the bridal-bed. 


“‘ And where is, then, thy houfe and home! 
And where thy bridal-bed ?” 

“ *Tis narrow, filent, chilly, dark ; 
Far hence I reft my head.” 


Her mind being difordered by the extreme violence of paflion, the 
feems not alarmed by the obfcurity of his language, but fprings upon 
his horfe. And now the ftory affumes a caft of horror, which the firft 
words of this terrible rider wonderfully augment. 

«* The moon is bryghte, and blue the nyghte ; 
Doft quake the blaft to ftem ? 


Doft fhudder, mayde, to feek the dead?” 
““ No, no, but what of them?” 


The . 
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The myfterious journey is related in terms happily chofen to reprefent 
the fupernatural rapidity of its progrefs; and is interfperfed with appear- 
ances which keep the attention inceflantly on the ftretch. At length 
“ oure race is ridde, oure journey ore.” 


And, lo! an yren-grated gate 
Soon biggens to their view : 

He crackt his whyppe; the clangynge bolts, 
The doores afunder flewe. . 


They pafs,—and ’twas on graves they trode; 
“ Tis hither-we are bound.” 

And many a tombitone, ghoftly white, 
Lay in the moonfhine round. 


The fame fpirit is preferved to the end. . The hideous transformation 
of the fpectre, the vanifhing of the fteed, and the fearful fate of the 
haplefs Lenora, are ftriking indeed. And the moral, “ Arrayne not 
Heaven’s decree,” muft be forcibly impreffed upon every mind, that is 
not impenetrably frigid, or fortified by a predetermination to be pleafed 
with nothing. 

There are few remarks in Scaliger’s puerile communication that 
merit, or are capable of an anfwer. ‘The mode of analyfis which he has 
had adopted, and by which I could throw the moft perfect production 
into ridicule, requires neither tafte nor difcernment, nor a complete 
knowledge of its objet. Indifcriminate afperity, quaint farcafm, and 
partial combinations of unconnected expreflions, are fully fufficient to 
qualify very little wit, for this fpecies of literary torture. 

The fable of LENoRA is romantic, but it is undoubtedly interefting. 
And in place of allowing that the choice of it befpeaks a vitiated tafte, 
or the fhackles of fuperftition, I confider it a proof of a bold, unfettered 
genius; and am inclined to admire thofe powers that can raife a ftruture 
fo pleafing, on popular opinions which, in our unheated incments, we 
leave to the untutored children of nature. 

The language is fimple and natural, and fhews Mr Taylor to be pof- 
feffed of no mean poetical talents. Of the “ antiquated garb” into which 
it is thrown in this verfion, different judgements may be formed. I 
confefs I am pleafed with it. I think it fhews a delicate tafte in the 
tranflator, and adds confiderably to the effe&t of the poem ; 2s it appears 
fuitable to the obfcurity of the ftory, gives it an air of mellowed fimpli- 
city, and carries back the imagination more readily to the manners and 
opinions of former times. . 

I leave Scaligerus to ponder the following lines of Phadrus. 


Mutandum tibi propofitum eft, et vite genus, 
Lntrare fi mufarum lemen cogitas. 








Qui, facere que non poffunt, verbis elevant, 
Adfcribere hoc debebunt exemplum fibi. 


Un BourcEoI!s. 





My correfpondents will, I hope, excufe me that I do not always take notice of thei: 
communications; they may be affured that the due attention is paid to them. I have 
received a moft lamentable epiftle from the Marquis L’ Oifif, in which he informs 
me, that in his tour to the weft, he met fuch a train of deplorable accidents, in the 
ftormy and rainy weather of laft week, that he is too much chagrined to give a fair ac- 


count of the country. 








